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SOMETIMES I FORGET 


Sometimes, 
on warm summer mornings 
I get in my car and ride, 
I smell the sweet clean morning air 
and I forget. 
Sometimes, 
on cold winter nights 
I snuggle up close to the one I love, 
I turn on some soft music 
and I forget. 
Sometimes, 
at the dinner table, I look at the wife, 
the children with their happy faces, 
I eat some good food 
and I forget. 
Sometimes, 
I get all dressed up, I go down town, 
I take in a nice play, maybe a movie, 
I eat out, share some intellectual conversation 
and I forget. 
Sometimes, 
the good times, 
when my money is right, when my belly is tight, 
when Гуе been “hip” and “cool” most of the night 
I forget. 
I forget the struggle, I forget the movement, 
I forget the revolution... 
I forget the blood, the sweat, 
the tears, and the nameless faces, 
the leaders, the mothers, the fathers, 
the children, the lives... 
Sometimes I forget... 

Nat Turner, Marcus Garvey, Elijah, King, 
Malcolm, Randolph, Meredith, Stokley, Rap, 
Sojourner, Vesey, Tubman, 
Robinson, Powell, Langston... 
Sometimes I forget... 
the countless sacrifices made 
by all those gone before, 
and being made by those still here today. 
Sometimes I forget... 
the burnings, the lynchings, the rapes, 
the dehumanizing treatment 
through hundreds of years of 
racism and oppression... 
Sometimes I forget... 
my mother scrubbing floors, 
my father politely opening doors. 
Sometimes I forget... 

But then I think of South Africa, 

I think of South Africa and 
from the deepest depths of my soul, 

I remember...I remember...GOD I REMEMBER 


THE BEGGAR 


The station was filled to capacity, 
people hustling to and fro, 
empty faces going places, 

Where? Т1 never know. 

Through the crowd I saw a beggar 
crouched in a pitiful heap. 

He seemed to stare, 
through the hot steamy air, 
at me in utter defeat. 


I walked toward him, I know not why 
as I fumbled for a nickel or dime. 
He looked at me, and I could see 
twas not money he wanted but time. 
He said, “Hey! You son, whose life is on the run, 
do you know why I huddle in shame? 
Give me a moment, hear my story, and 
you'll know not I am to blame.” 


I stopped to listen to him talk, and 
as I looked into his face, 
he seemed old and far away, 
from some distant time and place. 
Maybe from Egypt, or the Sahara, 
maybe Iraq or Iran, 
maybe Timbuktu, or Babylon, or even the Sudan. 


His skin was smooth and dark as the night, 
his eyes were youthful, shiny and bright, 
his hair full, nappy, yet fine, and 
the more I looked at this beaten man, 
the more his face looked like mine. 


He said, 
“Т AM THE BUILDER OF THE PYRAMIDS, 
TIS MY FACE THAT DAWNS THE SPHINX, 
MY BROTHERS AND SISTERS CREATED CIVILIZATIONS 
AND 
GAVE MANKIND THE ABILITY TO THINK. 
THE SUN, MOON, THE STARS WERE CREATIONS OF MY HAND, 
YET SOME, LIKE YOU, THINK OF ME, 
AS BEING LESS THAN A MAN.” 


“WAIT MY SON, DON’T TRY TO RUN, 
PLEASE LISTEN TO MY PLIGHT. 
I WANT TO BUILD, IN YOU, A RAGE STRONG AND TRUE, 
THAT WILL HELP CONTINUE OUR FIGHT” 


“WE HAVE ALLOWED PUSHERS TO PUSH DOPE INTO OUR VEINS, 
WE ALLOWED OUR CHILDREN TO USE POT 
AS I USE THIS CANE.” 


“WE HAVE ALLOWED OUR SISTERS ТО BECOME 
STREET WALKERS IN THE NIGHT, 

WE HAVE ALLOWED OUR TEACHERS TO TEACH 
THAT HOMOSEXUALITY IS RIGHT.” 

“WE HAVE ALLOWED OUR BOYS TO CONFUSE 
THEIR LOVE WITH THEIR LUST, 
SO THEY BECOME THE TYPE OF MEN 
WOMEN CAN NOT TRUST.” 


“WE HAVE ALLOWED OUR GIRLS TO DESIRE 
BEAUTY MORE THAN A BRAIN, 
SO THEY BECOME THE TYPE OF WOMEN THAT 
ARE JEALOUS, ENVIOUS AND VAIN.” 


“WE HAVE ALLOWED THIS SOCIETY TO 
ABORT OUR UNBORN FUTURE, 
WE HAVE ALLOWED DOCTORS TO PERFORM GENOCIDE 
WITH THE AID OF A SUTURE.” 


“WE HAVE ALLOWED OURSELVES TO THINK 
THE HUE OF OUR SKIN IS A SIN, 
WE HAVE NOT TAUGHT OURSELVES THAT 
DIGNITY COMES FROM DEEP WITHIN.” 


“WE HAVE ALLOWED OUR HEROES DREAMS 
TO LIE DORMANT IN THE DUST, 

IF WE ARE TO GAIN OUR RIGHTFUL PLACE, 

THE DREAMS THEY DREAMT ARE A MUST.” 


“MY FOOTSTEPS WERE FIRST IN THE SANDS OF TIME, 
YET ТАМ REDUCED AND HUMBLED IN WELFARE LINES. 
YOU CAN LIFT ME FROM THIS PLACE AND 
PUT US BACK INTO THE RACE.” 


“TOGETHER WE CAN BUILD A LAND FOR THE FREE, 
A HOME FOR THE BRAVE, 
AND WE CAN START OUT THIS TIME 
WITHOUT THE USE OF A SLAVE. 
WE CAN DREAM DREAMS THAT CAN BE, 
WE CAN START, THIS TIME, WITH EQUALITY.” 


“I WILL BE YOUR START, YOUR SPRINGBOARD ТО FAME, 
JUST SHOW ALL THOSE YOU SEE, THAT YOU ARE WITH ME, 
AND REMEMBER MY NAME. 

I WILL FILL YOU UP, I WILL MAKE YOU STRONG, 

I WILL TAKE YOU TO THE HEIGHTS 
THE WORLD KNOWS YOU BELONG.” 


“HERE,” ће said, 
as he held out his hand to me, 
“PULL ME UP FROM INSIDE YOURSELF AND 
RELIEVE MY MISERY.” 
He smiled and said, 
“FOR I AM IN YOUR MOTHER, IN YOUR SISTER, 
IN YOUR BROTHER, IN YOUR FRIEND, 
I HAVE STRENGTH AND POWER, 
WHEN TAPPED, I HAVE NO END.” 


“FOR ONCE I AM FREE, WITH NO NEED TO HIDE, 
I AM UNSTOPPABLE, 
FOR I, 
AM THE BLACK PRIDE.” 


MY RHYME 


I know my rhymes are elementary and 
don’t compare to Longfellow, 
Sandburg, Browning and the like 
But it’s my hope they conjure up thoughts of 
wrongs, that are needed to be right. 

I do not write for prosperity 
to be admired at some future time... 
To help make the world a better place 
is the sole purpose of my rhyme. 

I do not write of love 
for there are love poems untold... 

But I try to speak to the moral conscience 
that dwells in all souls. 

I look forward to a time 
when my simple little words of rhyme 
are no longer important to me... 

I hope the world we live in then 
will be prosperous, happy and free. 
Perhaps the world’s not ready to 
obey the golden rule... 

Perhaps we have reached the point in time 
when people use people like tools. 

I guess it’s optimistic of me 
to wish for total equality... 

To sit around and dream of things 
that simply may never be. 

Oh, I suppose it’s foolish to hope 
that some day the world will be right... 
But if you join in, on my foolish whim, 
then another, another and another... 
Who knows, the world may change my friend, 
and we'll all live as sister and brother. 


FREEDOM 


My life is not as important as the cause 
A battle only serves to win the war 
No matter how hard the fight, never pause 
What’s worth having, is worth fighting for. 


MY LEISURE TIME 


A poet must have leisure time 
to write his helpful words of rhyme. 
But since I have no leisure time, 
I write my words on the subway line. 


CHECK THE LABEL 


We have been deceived by food’s 
good taste and grand looks... 
But we could never even conceive... 
the diseases in the food we cook. 


FOOL’S EYES 


I was look for some miracle, 

to prove that God exists. 

I was looking for some wondrous thing, 
to clear my mind’s mist. 

I was looking for someone to walk to waters, 
for someone to part the mighty seas. 

I was waiting for some awesome event, 

But all I saw were trees. 


АРАТНУ 


She lies there dying... 
from racism, from sexism, 
from abortion, from pollution. 
She lies there dying... 
from overindulgence in drugs, 
from personal greed. 
She lies there dying... 
from pornography, from hatred, 
from divorce, from alcoholism, 
from rape of the mind and body, 
from child abuse... 
She lies there dying... 
from labor unions, from greedy corporations, 
from corrupt law enforcement, 
from the “Me Generation,” 
from genocide, suicide, homicide... 
She lies there dying... 
from too many wars on other shores, 
from too much free-doom, from not enough freedom, 
from trying to lead those... 
who don’t wish to be led, 
from not leading those... 
who need leadership, 
from too many religious philosophies... 
but not enough religion. 
She lies there dying... 
from forked-tongue politicians, 
from too few “haves” and too many “have nots” 
She lies there dying... 
from crime... 
corporate crime, industrial crime, organized crime, 
blue-collar crime, white-collar crime, petty crime 
She lies there dying... 
from Madison Avenue mentalities, 
from Hollywood images, 
from historical lies and inconsistent alibis, 
from the arms race, the space race, 
from no concern for the HUMAN RACE... 
She lies there dying... 
from uncaring teachers, 
from manipulating preachers 
She lies there dying... 
dying... 
dying from APATHY. 
Who can save her??? 
Will anyone try??? 
Or shall we all sit back, and... 
Watch America die??? 


BUY AMERICAN 


Unemployment at fourteen percent 
the welfare rolls are high 
Yet I find an import tag 
on most everything I buy... 

Our clothes are made in Korea, 
Our cars are made in Japan, 
Our shoes are from Italy, 

Our toys are from Thailand... 
Why can’t we product our own Cars, 
clothes and things 
And spread the wealth among us all, 
not just the import kings!... 

Let each of us reduce welfare 
and bring down the unemployment rate, 
and only buy the things that say, 
“Made in the United States”... 

I know imported goods, 
spreads goodwill from land to land 
But more importantly we should provide 
employment for every man. 


THE HAVES - THE HAVE NOTS 


You work every day, you collect you pay 
you’re living kinda nice... 
Your weekends you spend at the casinos, 
taking your crack at the dice. 

Two weeks, in summer, you go to some exquisite port... 
Spending your money, living it up in some swanky hotel resort. 
You eat what you like regardless of the price 
because you work hard and can afford it... 

You dress in the best, never settling for less 
because you feel you deserve it. 

But some get no pay from day to day... 

To some the casinos are a million miles away. 
Some go to resorts only in their dreams... 
Some only eat that which food stamps deems. 
Some get dressed, but never in the best... 
They’re always forced to settle for less. 

It’s time for you haves to pledge dedication 
The have nots, you see, need your full consideration 
If not with dollars, nickels and dimes, 

Then why don’t you, at least, join in with your time. 
Teach the have nots the things that you know... 
So they too will have 
the opportunities to grow. 


WARNING 


The sleeping giant again lies dormant 
the turbulent sixties have passed... 


During the seventies the American dream 
seemed within his grasp... 


When the eighties faced him 
and reality blocked the dream’s door... 


With new Vietnams hovering over his head 
as he ponders what’s worth fighting for... 


He watches his Haitian brothers 
and sisters drown at freedom’s gate... 


While others come into open arms 
he again is told to wait... 


He donned his battle garments 
to fight drug pushers in Panama... 


But they were not the pushers 
his brothers and sisters saw... 


He fought in the Gulf 
for freedom is Kwait... 


Yet in Bensonhurst and in L.A. 
his freedom has to wait... 


A steady diet of lies have 
been shot into his brain... 


As he pledges allegiance to the flag 
he wonders, is his pledge in vain... 


While Frankenstein is trapped in the castle 
the world outside seems to know... 


The poor, suffering monster must die, 
but the castle 
too must go!!! 


PROTOCOL 


There are those among us who 
want us to play a foolish little color game. 
The object of the game is hate, 
and DEADLY are the rules... 

All players are losers, 
and merely pawns and tools. 


We give each other names like 
spic, nigger, dago, and wap... 
While we fight and bicker at the bottom, 
they enjoy life at the top. 


We line up according to colors, 
and knock each other down... 
While they set subtle traps 
that spread RACISM around. 


Once we re-adjust our thinking, 
and we realize who’s on the top... 
Imagine the growth and progress made 
IF ONLY THE GAMES WOULD STOP! 


MANHOOD TO ME 


Some say we’re weak and it’s flesh we seek 
to bolster our ego and pride, 
But the true test of a man 
is to heed God’s plan and 
put lustful things aside... 


Honor all women as we honor our mothers 
Show them our strength and our worth, 


for they gave to us what no man can, 
the wonderful miracle of birth... 


SUGAR 


Sugar has laid its deadly seed... 
and it’s evident in the children we breed... 


Hyperactivity is it’s creed... 
Our sweet tooth is one tooth we don’t need... 


NEEDS AND WANTS 


The things we need, the things we want, 
Blessed is he who can tell the difference. 


GOSSIP 


The language of fools. 


TEN “IFS” 


IF it’s not true...don’t say it 
IF it’s not yours...don’t take it 
IF it’s not water...don’t drink it 
IF it doesn’t grow...don’t eat it 
IF you don’t need it...don’t buy it 
IF it’s “just for a thrill”...don’t try it 
IF it’s love...hold on to it 
IF it’s hate...let go of it 
IF it’s wrong...admit it 
IF it’s right...then live it 


FIRST LOVE 
If you don’t first learn to love yourself... 
There’s no way on earth 
you can love anyone else. 
CONSERVE 
How can the future get what they deserve, 
if we here and now won’t conserve? 
COURAGE 
Being courageous is a matter of circumstances... 
Being a coward is a matter of pride. 
PURPOSE 


Everyone on earth has but one purpose, 
To make the world better than when they came... 


The good you do, may seem small to you, 
but it’s not done in vain... 


STOP CRIME 


If we truly want to eliminate crime 
we all must insist... 
On eliminating the horrid conditions 
that allow it to EXIST... 


JULY 4, 1776 


July 4, 1776, 
if you were black and in America, 
you were in a web of slavery, suffering and oppression. 


July 4, 1776, 
if you were black and in America, 
you had died in wars for everyone’s freedom, 
but yours. 
You had helped start a new born nation, 
for every race but yours. 


July 4, 1776, 
if you were black and in America, 
your children were taken away and sold. 
Relationships were forced 
between sister and brother 
for the value of a slave. 


July 4, 1776, 
if you were black and in America, 
you were trapped between two religions, 
two heritages, two languages 
and two worlds. 


July 4, 1776, 
if you were black and in America, 
you were beaten, hungry and raped. 


July 4, 1776, 
if you were black and in America, 
you killed your own offspring 
to keep them from the web of slavery. 


July 4, 1776, 
if you were white and in America, 
it was... 
Independence Day. 
July 4, 19 , 
If you are white celebrate. 
If you are black let the truth dictate. 


WHAT IS SEX? 


Is sex what they use to sell cars, 
men’s shaving cream and washing machines? 
Or is it what they use to keep 
some women inferior and others superior 
in the minds of men, 
so when you go to bed with your Queen 
you have in your mind 
what you saw on the silver screen? 
Is sex when you can see 
five inches of your brother’s wife’s thighs, 
or her breasts 
as she wears a see-through evening dress? 
Is sex the thing that makes men and women play 
each other’s roles in a search for a love 
that has been written on their minds? 
Is sex the thing they use 
to dress women as they choose 
even if next year it may be nude? 
Is sex the thing that makes women 
afraid to walk the streets at night, 
for fear of some poor soul, 
whose mind’s no right? 
Is sex a way to walk, a way to dress, 
a way to talk, or wear a smile, 
or a young girl’s way to the marriage aisle? 
Is sex a young man saying, “Hello,” to a friend, 
winking at his wife, and 
getting a smile in return? 
Or a pastor preaching his sermon on love and 
loving every sister in his view? 
Is sex Miss USA, or 
Playboy’s Miss April or Miss May? 
Is sex sold on movie screens, 
On T.V., and in magazines? 
Is sex the “Yellow Rose of Texas” or 
the “Belles of the South”? 
Is sex the thing that makes the world go round, 
Or that which makes a wise man a clown? 
Is sex dancing, singing, and drinking 
Or do we genuinely have a reason to party? 
Is sex love or is love sex? 
Is sex magic or is sex tragic? 
Is sex in the mind or the body? 
Does the mind lead and the body follow 
Or does the body lead and the mind proceed? 
Or is sex when you lock hands with you heart, mind, and body, 
and they in turn lock with hers? 
When you feel yourself entering not only her body, 
but her heart and mind as well. 
When each time is like two ships on their maiden voyage, 
a voyage into a sea that leads to life and 
that life should live in love. 


WHAT IS SEX? (CONTINUED) 


A woman happy in the knowledge that 
she doesn’t have to be so-called, “Sexy,” 
to be truly loved 
A man knowing 
all the whistles, winks, and the, “Hey babies,” 
are all up in the air, 
because his Queen is down to earth. 
Sex is an important part of love... 
Love can live without sex, 
but sex shouldn’t live 
without love. 


HIDDEN AGENDAS 


Do it my way or no way 
I don’t call that negotiation... 
My way or war to me 
is intimidation. 
I don’t call it war 
when armies never meet... 
When 100,000 people are killed 
With their soldiers in retreat. 
Why are there no heroes from Vietnam 
Where armies fought us back... 
Why are there no heroes from 
Granada, Panama and Iraq. 
Is freedom the real issue 
Do we really truly care... 

Then why when it comes to 
South Africa we haven’t fought there. 
Why wait 20 years for 
Sanctions on one shore... 

Yet on another we only wait 
90 days, no more. 

I know, I know my country right or wrong... 
But it’s time we looked at hidden agendas 
and stop dancing to that song. 


I HAVE NO OPPOSITION, TO A TRULY JUST WAR... 
AS LONG AS IT’S CLEAR, JUST WHAT 
I AM FIGHTING FOR. 


THE CREATOR 


It has existed for billions of years 
It has a diameter of 865,000 miles 
Its mass is 750 times the combined mass 
of all other bodies in our solar system 
It radiates as much energy every second 
as would be released by 
the simultaneous explosion of 
a billion atomic bombs 
It’s warmth and light reaches us in 
8 % minutes 
traveling a distance of 93 million miles 
at a speed of over 186,000 miles per second 
The warmth of its rays grows food for us from 
a distance so far away 
we would grow old trying to travel it 
Its rays determine the shades of our skin 
the texture of our hair 
It determines whether we live in straw huts 
or homes made of blocks of ice 
We rotate around it 
under the influence of its magnetic power in 365 % days 
giving us our year 
We are the only one of nine planets 
in the exact position, moving at the exact speed 
tilted, on an axis, to the exact degree 
to maintain and sustain life 
It has done its job through every phase 
of the history of man 
from the wheel, to the use of nuclear power 
It has looked down at the rise and fall 
of all the great and near great 
empires of the world 
Men have praised it, photographed it and 
simply stood in absolute awe of its eminent power 
Our sun, awesome in many ways 
yet just one of billions of suns 
in the eternal vastness of endless space 
Yet we can awaken to the dawning of a new day 
filled with wondrous life giving sunlight and not give thanks to 
the creator 
who gave to us many gifts... 
Not the least of which...is the Sun 


DREAMS DEFFERED 


High school was a breeze and he knew it 
he worked, studied and schemed 
Drinking and partying he shunned it 
for a life of medicine he dreamed 
College was the next bridge to cross 
of this he never grieved 
Though college meant money, he’d pay the cost 
for he had a card up his sleeve 
See, he was born with the gift of running, and, 
with a football, you just wouldn’t believe 
On the field he was some kind of cunning 
any thrown ball, he’d receive 
When a college called, he’d give his all 
work hard and do his best 
Cause everyone cheered and loved football 
in his heart he’d pass the test 
Notre Dame, a school with a name, 
proud, in heritage steep 
They laid claim on him to play the game 
towards his dream he began to creep 
He rose to the top on his gridiron fame 
the pros began to wonder 
Now everyone in the football knew his name and 
they all sought after his thunder 
But his eyes were on his dream and 
he kept it burning inside 
But the offers started brewing and 
football became his only ticket to ride 
The poor, the elderly, the ghettos need doctors 
this is true, 

But the lure of fame and riches called, 
Were you he, what would you do? 

He chose to run the pigskin with 
his dreams a thorn in his side 
Through fifteen years of pain and tears, 
he bid his dreams good bye 
And now at thirty-five, gone are the glory games 
his dreams have been forever deferred, 
yet he has a well known name 
He does T.V. commercials now, 
and they all pay his fee 
Alas, just think of the many lives saved, 
if his dreams had become a reality. 


WITH OPEN ARMS 


And now, 
with open arms America offers us life. 
Why??? 
We have not forgotten 
all our brothers and sisters who 
in the past, she caused to die... 
Her arms were closed to us 
when the lands were being consumed and 
the riches were being made. 
Her arms were closed to us 
when the Carnegies, Fords, and Rockerfellers 
made millions... 
Her arms were closed to us 
When Roosevelt’s “Square Deal” came around 
when Wilson’s “New Freedom” was beginning to sound... 
She never offered us a “Homestead Act,” 
They said, “...forty acres and a mule...” 
But even took that back... 
And now, 
with open arms, 
America offers us a chance to gain fortune and fame, 
But is this just another trick??? 
Are we just pawns 
in an oppressor’s deadly game??? 
And now, 
with open arms, 
America offers what??? 
Land, air and water pollution... 
She offers us full and equal citizenship 
in a nation hated around the world... 
Our sweat, our blood, our tears 
helped build a ship 
that has raped the world of 
its food, its silver, oil, and gold... 
Has raped our minds of 
their morals and their soul!!! 
We were never offered 
a seat on the ship when 
she rode the crest of the wave... 
We were told then we were 
inferior, uneducated, unclean, uncivilized, 
and even, “...half a man!!!” 
And now... 
And now with open arms America offers us 
the vote, education, a job. 
She offers millions of dollars just to play games... 
She even tells us to 
be black and proud and not to hide... 
With open arms, 
America offers a seat on a doomed vessel, 
But some don’t care to ride!!! 


ТО REMAKE THE WORLD 


I started out to remake the world, 
to correct all the mistakes they had made... 


I had plenty to work with, 
for it seemed every brick was mislaid... 


There were drugs, pornography, hatred 
war, crime and nuclear misuse... 


There was poverty, hunger, corruption, 
pollution, wife and child abuse... 


How would I attack these problems??? 
At which point would I start??? 


As I began to find the answers, 
my world began to fall apart... 


I knew I was the one to do it 
for few others seemed to even care... 


But in my quest to solve the world’s problems, 
the more problems my family had to share... 


It dawned on me on winter’s day 
as my wife and I neared divorce... 


I had to make a better plan, 
I had to alter my course... 


As I sat and thought with a heavy heart 
the answer became clear to see... 


If Т am to remake the world... 
If I am to lessen some pain... 
If I am to make the world free... 


I have to remake the entire world, 
starting, of course, with me! 


THANKFUL 


Once I saw an Eagle, soaring high in the 
morning sky, and oh how in my heart, 
I wished that I could fly... 


Once I saw an Elephant proud, powerful and tall, 
and oh how in my heart I wished, that 
I were mightiest of all 


Once I saw a Dolphin gliding gracefully 
through the sea, and oh how in my heart 
I wished, that Dolphin were me 


Then a circus came to town 
and in my Joy and Glee 


I saw the Eagle locked in a cage 
peering back at me... 


I saw the mighty Elephant tied, shackled and bound 
the look on his face seemed to me, to be a 
sorrowful frown... 


I saw the graceful Dolphin swimming endlessly 
around a tank, and oh how in my heart I knew, 
that I had GOD to thank... 


I thought of my honored place in the creators master plan, 
I am the greatest of them all, this species Known as MAN 


LOVE POEM 


I pick up my pen each time... 
to write a poem of love, 
of tenderness and feeling, 
But then there’s so much poverty in our land... 


I pick up my pen each time... 
to tell the world of the joy 
conveyed with just a glance from her loving eyes, 
But then there’s so much child abuse in our land... 


I pick up my pen each time... 
to tell everyone who reads my rhyme, 
how much she has given me 
by just smiling and saying she understands, 
But then there’s the mistreatment of the elderly in our land... 


I pick up my pen each time... 
to thank her for suffering the pain she withstood 
to bear us children to carry on our name, 
But then there’s so much racism in our land... 


LOVE POEM (CONTINUED) 


I pick up my pen each time... 
so she’ll understand my love in a very special way, 
a way I never can find the time to say, 
But then there’s so much immorality in our land... 


I pick up my pen each time... 
to simply say, “Darling I love you,” 
But then there’s human rights to defend, 
police brutality that has to end, 
Injustices that I must try to mend, 
the causes to which I lend my pen... 


I pick up my pen time and time again... 
But then I wonder, 
“Will I ever write a poem of love?” 


BRING BACK MORALITY 


I have looked around America, 
I’ve gone from coast to coast... 
and it seems to me that morality 
is the thing we need the most. 


The material world has us running 
for that elusive ring of gold... 
The more we get, the happier we'll be, 
or so we have been told. 


An endless diet of materialism 
is fed to our minds constantly... 
Our children grow up wanting and 
wishing for everything they see. 


The powers that be have trapped us 
with elaborate advertising schemes... 
We bite, scratch and kick, 
to obtain that so called “American Dream.” 


But don’t chase the golden ring so hard 
we lose sight of reality... 
Try and bring back to our hearts and minds, 
the need for morality. 


The poorest among us can be honest and true, 
the richest, a thief and a liar... 
People should be judged by the things they do, 
not by the materials they acquire. 


FRIDAYS ON THE AVENUES 


Masses of colors parade down the streets, 
Everyone’s walking to the record store’s beat... 
Store keepers smiling 
Merchandise jams their shelves, 

Street peddlers are yelling, 

“Come on, help yourselves!” 

The quality is low, the prices are high, 
yet we walk the streets buying till darkness fills the sky 
Extra high prices for the inferior foods we eat, 
extra high prices for shoes that hurt our feet. 
Getting more of what we want 
than that of what we need, 

We spend our hard earned money 
at an astounding speed... 

When the call is for money for our children’s education, 
the Fridays on the Avenues will have stolen our salvation. 


SHE WAS THERE 


When you were down, she was there... 
When the rent wasn’t paid, she was there... 
The nights you spent “out with the boys,” 
she was there... 


When you were on your sick bed, 
she was there... 

When you lost your job, she was there... 
When you had to face your worse enemies, 
she was there... 

When the children are in need, 
she is there... 

When the only courage you can find 
is at the bottom of a bottle, 
she is there... 

When all the love you can find 
is just for the pusher’s needle, 
she is there... 

When all the manhood you can muster 
is blown with one snort of your sweet coke, 
she is there... 

When you spend all your time, 
in a frantic search for that bottom line, 
she is there... 

But one day, my brother, with all your majestic wisdom... 
One day, my brother, with all your 
“Т wear the pants” philosophy... 

One day, my brother, with all your 
“Know it all” machoism... 

One day, my brother, you’ll wake up, 
You’ll wake up and look for the one who 
helps you cope... 


Үом П wake up and look for the half 
that made you whole... 
You’ll wake up and look for someone to really love you... 
One day, my brother, you’ll wake up and 
She’ll be gone. 


IDLY BY 


How long can I sit idly by, 
For fear that I may speak out and die? 
How long can I let injustice breed, 

Just to satisfy my own personal need? 
How long can I leave the job up to others, 
When I know in my heart that we all are brothers? 
How long can I see freedoms denied, 
What’s happened to my spirit, my conscience, 
My pride? 

How long can I forget the past, 
in selfish hopes 
that my position remains steadfast? 
How long can I desire to live, 

If I as a man have nothing to give? 

Until the day I take a stand, 

I still find myself 
somewhat less than a man. 

Until the day I say, “For this I shall die” 
till that day, 
my life will go...Idly By. 


PORNO PEDDLERS 


To the men who photograph women, nude, beaten and tied 
and make the sinful act of rape 
look like a pleasure ride... 
To the men behind the silver screens, 
the T.V. shows and magazines 
who build a distorted view of sex, 
and take the honor of woman-hood 
out of its glorious context... 
To the men in high places throughout the land 
who let pornography breed, 
who twist the law to make it meet 
their own personal need... 

And also to the women who are traitors to their gender, 
who pose in pictures demeaning themselves 
regardless of the harm they render... 

Who will stoop to the lowest of moral depths 
to gain the esteem of men, 
who for that dollar will do it all, 
not caring whom they offend... 

What I wish for all of you who seek your sisters to sell, 
all are guilty of rape, you see, and 
may you burn in HELL! 


CRUSADERS OF THE STREET 


I admire you, 
crusaders of the street. 
The brothers and sisters who work for change, 
who take their time to get people to register to vote, 
who say the things that could bring the blue coat mob 
down on them like wounded animals protecting their young. 


I admire you, 
brothers and sisters, 
who take the forefront in the struggle 
for justice and righteousness, 
who speak out from their would be 

safe and cozy positions behind the microphones 

at radio stations around the country, 
and awaken our ears to the pain in our society. 


I admire you, 
brothers and sisters, 
who mass for protest at city halls and 
demand justice for us all, 
who take the time from their daily grind 
to put their very lives on the line, 
who say the things we only dream, 
to put a cramp in the oppressor’s deadly scheme. 


I admire you, 
brothers and sisters, 
who have the courage of your convictions, 
who stand up when others sit down, 
who get out and walk, while others just talk. 


I admire you. 
So here’s to you Crusaders of the Street... 
the brothers and sisters 
who work for change, 
I love you and I admire you. 


“CAPITALIST” 


I hope they never find a way, 
to block the sun’s golden rays, 
for on that day, 
when the bright sun shines, 
its light will be converted into 
nickels and dimes. 


WHY HIDE 


Our bodies 
we adorn them with gold, silver and gems. 
We paint them with lipstick, eyeshadow and rouge. 
We scent them with perfumes and oils. 

We soften them with creams, potions and lotions... 
It’s not what we put on the surface that counts, 
It’s what we put inside, and in what amounts... 

Our bodies are mirros 
they reflect what’s inside... 
If we watch what we eat, we won’t have to hide. 


SAVE THE CHILDREN 


I have not money or I would buy JUSTICE 
I have not weapons or I would take FREEDOM 
Morality must be dead or I would have EQUALITY 
I shall wok for money so my children can buy JUSTICE 
I shall teach them to love FREEDOM 
so they will fight for it 

I shall raise them up morally 

so they will meter out EQUALITY. 
To save the world tomorrow 

We must save the children today. 


TOMORROW IS TOO LATE 


Tomorrow is too late. 

Futures are built on histories. 
Yesterday laid the building blocks for today, 
today we lay the building blocks for tomorrow. 
Be careful of what we do today 
for our future lies in jeopardy. 

Our children, 
who are the seeds from which we must build our nation, 
must be taught in the way they are to go, 
because they are our future, 
they are our hopes for eternal life 


LIFE 


Life is no smooth road to hoe, 
and at times we all want to give in. 
But we must keep trying because we know, 
to give up on life is a sin. 


We all have dreamed the American dream, 
and many have stood in our way. 
But we can’t give up our plans and schemes, 
for it takes courage to bring a new day. 


Though events may knock us down to our knees, 
and things may not always seem just right, 
and our dreams may swirl like wind blown leaves, 
we must keep up the fight. 


Sometimes we may think we deserve a rest, 
and we may not feel in control, 
but we have passed life’s greatest test 
if we stick to it till we reach our goal 


Always set your standards high, 
make perfection your sincere aim, 
have no ceiling except the sky, 
for if you try what you want... 
you'll obtain. 


SUPER HEROES 


We have always had heroes... 
like Captain Marvel, Wonder Woman and Superman. 
They had no fear... 
no fear of the dark, no fear of pain, 
no fear of dying, no fear of the odds 
They had no fears like we had... 
But then, would we have fear if bullets couldn’t hurt us? 
Would we have fear if dogs couldn’t bite us? 
If water couldn’t drown us? 
If the odds were never against us? 
Would we have fear??? 
We must give our children new super heroes 
Who are faster than “supreme court decisions,” 
more powerful than “hatred and racism,” 
able to leap “degradation and oppression” in a single bound!!! 
Sure, bullets can kill our super heroes, 
but mothers’ wombs and fathers’ words 
can bring them back again. 


"ТНЕ ВООВ ТОВЕ” 


It sits in your living room 
like the king of the hill, 
dictating to our families 
the values of sex appeal. 


It sits in your living room 
preaching health, wealth and love, 
and with the same heartless motion 

shows us cigarettes, gamblers and thugs. 


It sits in your living room 
with its good housekeeping seal, 
selling us cancerous foods and bad products 
at what they call a deal. 


It sits in your living room 
showing a rich and glorious past, 
while what we’ve done for America comes 
not first, not second, but last. 


It sits in your living room 
and teaches us how to dress, 
and keeps our minds entangled with perfumes, 
make up, jewelry and mess. 


It sits in your living room 
spreading violence in every form, 
yet claims that America’s the place 
where peace was born. 


It sits in your living room 
deciding the fate of our lives, 
not really caring whether or not 
we ultimately survive. 


It sits in your living room 
just as strong and powerful as religion, 
an extension of injustice, 
they call it television. 


Т.У. SISTERS 


Come on sister get your head out that Т.У. 
You know more about “Search for Tomorrow” 
than you do about me... 


Come on sister don’t waste your day 
watching “The Guiding Light” 
then slide me some T.V. dinner 

you know that’s not right... 


Come on sister the house is upset 
and not very clean, 
if I cut off the T.V. set, 
you'll think I’m awful mean... 


Come on sister that T.V. keeps us arguing 
and the kids are in the middle, 
why your whole conversation 
is on “General Hospital.” 


Come on sister am I asking too much? 
I just want what I am due, 
and on your way to the T.V. set 
hang up the telephone too. 


T.V. BROTHERS 


Come on brother get your head out that T.V. 
You know more about football 
than what I’m striving to be... 


Come on brother don’t waste your day 
watching baseball highlights 
spending no time with your children 
you know that’s not right... 


Come on brother the house needs fixing 
and the yard’s not very clean, 
if I cut off the T.V. set, 
you'll want to start a scene... 


Come on brother that T.V. keeps us arguing 
and the kids are just like you, 
Can’t you see they emulate 
all the things you do. 


Come on brother am I asking too much? 
I just want what I am due, 
and on your way to the T.V. set 
put down your newspaper too. 


TEN “IFS” 2 


IF the job is to be done... 
then you must do it 

IF the races is to be won... 
then you must stick to it 

IF there must be a fight... 
then you must fight it 

IF wrong is to be right... 
then you must right it 

IF it’s respect that you must gain... 
then you must demand it 

IF success causes pain... 
then you must withstand it 

IF your life is to be changed... 
then you must change it 

IF the world is to be rearranged... 
then you must rearrange it 

IF peace is to reign... 
then you must defend it 

IF hate is the game... 
then you must end it. 


CALL TO WAR 


It’s upon my morals, that I must depend... 
If in time of war, what or whom I will defend. 


I will not fight for America, 
simply because of my birth... 
I will fight for that which is right 
no matter where on this good Earth. 


I do not believe in a holy land 
for GOD created the universe... 
I do not believe in a chosen people 
whose interests some say should com first. 


I do believe in the brotherhood of man... 
and the right of all people 
to govern their own land. 


When called to war we must make our own choice... 


But let’s not go blindly whatever the cost. 


STEEL RAIN 


We were eating dinner --- 

We were watching T.V. --- 

We were playing baseball --- 

We were swimming in warm pools, 
driving home from work, 
picking the kids up from school, 
having lunch with friends, 
dancing the night away, 
having a cold drink at the corner tavern --- 

We were getting married, 
having babies, 

We were laughing, 
crying, 
walking 
jogging, 
playing games, 
watching games, 

We were in churches --- 

We were reading books, 
cooking foods, 
spending money, 

We were at the movies, 
the opera, 
the theater, 
the malls, 
the gyms --- 

We were doing all-American things, and 
doing them very well... 
while, 


Steel Rain...Fell 


GROWING OLD 


OH, HOW FRIGHTENED WE BECOME 
WHEN TO OLD AGE WE MUST SUCCUMB 
TO GRAYING TEMPLES AND BALDING DOMES 
TO ROUNDING BODIES AND STIFFENING BONES 


When this old shell begins to fade, 
due to the passage of time 
We sometimes fail to see the beauty 
that lives within our minds 


We paint our faces and dye our hair, 
pretending our youth will always be there 
But, like taxes and death, old age is a fact 

It depends ор our minds just how we'll react 


If we judge ourselves by the beauty of our frame, 
then old age will be a time to dread 
If we judge ourselves by the content of our brain, 
old age can be joyous instead. 


OH, HOW FRIGHTENED WE BECOME 
WHEN TO OLD AGE WE MUST SUCCUMB 
TO GRAYING TEMPLES AND BALDING DOMES 
TO ROUNDNIG BODIES AND STIFFENING BONES 


DON’T GIVE IN 


I have fought and fought this fat, 
but somehow I just can’t win... 
Each time I see some tempting pie 
I always seem to give in. 
Just name any diet, believe me I have tried it... 
But name any sweet treat, 
and ГП be darned if I won’t buy it. 
It seems my brain is bent, on culinary delights... 
Oh, but this fat is killing me, 
and gosh I look a sight. 
My every thought is always of eating, 
be it fried, baked or stewed... 
No matter how hard I try, 
I still stuff my body with food. 
But, ГП keep on trying and one day Г win... 
It’s a race against time, 
for some peace of mind 
and 
some day I won’t give in. 


WE THE POETS 


We the poets are dreamers, 
dreaming of that perfect love, that perfect day, 
that perfect society, that perfect harmony 
between God and man, 

We the poets dream of writing 
that perfect grouping of words 
that the world grabs and holds on to, 
words that will last a thousand years. 

We poets don’t get money, 
but we write. 

We don’t get fame, but we write. 

We don’t get results, but we write. 
Most of us don’t get read, 
but we write. 

We poets dream that someone will smile, 
someone will listen, someone will understand, and 
maybe something will change. 

We poets have brought national honor, 
racial pride and human nobility 
to the minds of societies all over the world 
in every spoken language. 

We poets have given the troops the spirit 
that sent them off to battle, 

We poets have written the words 
that brought them home from 
countless and often senseless wars. 

We poets have made lovers 
of those who have no words to speak, 

We poets have made sightless eyes 
sense the beauty found in a rose. 

We poets have given the courage to live 
and the dignity to die, 

We have written the words that build empires 
and topple governments. 

We poets provide leisurely enjoyment for the rich, 
hope and determination for the poor. 

We poets have lulled babies to sleep and 
awakened the consciousness of sleeping giants. 
We the poets, 
without benefit of nickel or dime, 
have changed the world with 
our timely words of rhyme. 

We the poets, 
dreamers both day and night, 

Oh, how thankful I am, 
that poets take time to write. 


OLD АСЕ 


А time to be respected... 
It seems that in America 
it’s a time to be rejected 
OLD AGE 
Mellowed by the passage of time, 
but in America pushed and shoved 
to the end of the line 
OLD AGE 
The builders of all we enjoy, 
but in America the last 
we seek to employ 
OLD AGE 
We should love and cherish them. 
How can we be so cold? 


REMEMBER FOR US IT IS GUARANTEED, 
IF WE LIVE, 
WE TOO GROW OLD 


AMAZING ME 


The same me Nat Turner died about 
The same me Nina Simone sings about 
The same me Leroy Jones writes about 
The same me Max Roach plays about 
The same me Elijah Muhammad teaches about 
Man I’m so glad I found me, 

I just want to jump and shout!!! 

You know this was the same me 
Brother Malcolm was talking about. 
Hey!!! Look what I’ve found!!! Me!!! 

Just as proud as I can be. 
This is the same me that Garvey tried to free!!! 
This is me, 
wide nose, thick lips, black skin and all, 
You may not recognize me cause now 
I am walking tall. 
This is the same me they tried to hold down... 
but this is not the same me 
that used to be a clown. 
Man I am so glad I found me 
I just want to jump and shout, 

Cause now I know what self pride is all about! 
And now that I’ve found the amazing me, 
the thing for me to do is to introduce yourself 
to the AMAZING YOU!!! 


TEACHING 


Tis the teachers” job to teach, 
sometimes an awesome task 
When hours a day are taken away 
just to discipline a class. 
When parents give their children, 
and in twelve years hope to find, 
a brand new human being with 
a well educated mind. 

Oh, if parents only realized that 
education starts at home, 
there are habits to be taught 
and lessons to be shown. 

For parents are teachers in the purest form 
and long before the ABC’s 
they have but one subject to teach 
in many different degrees. 
That subject is respect, 
respect for self, respect for others, 
respect for authority 
For teaching comes easy 
when we realize that discipline is the key. 
Tis the teachers’ job to teach 
on that we all agree, 

But to make our children teachable, 
that’s up to you and me. 


POISONS ON OUR PLATES 


Someone we must escape the painful deadly fate... 
from the poisons on our plates. 
The government doesn’t seem to care 
about the problems chemists create... 
by putting luscious poisons on our plates. 
Insecticides and pesticides all add up to homicides, 
with unknowing smiles we kill our mates... 
by putting sweet poisons on their plates. 
Before our food comes out he ground 
chemicals are spread around, 
and cancer is spreading at an alarming rate... 
by those delicious poisons on our plates. 
Our children find it very hard, 
when in school to concentrate... 
and I’m afraid it’s due in part, 
to the poisons on their plates. 
Though our eyes are pleased and our mouths salivate... 
We are serving up death, 
through the poisons on our plates. 


DANCE CRAZE 


MUSICIANS PLAY THE MUSIC 
SINGERS SING THE SONGS 
WRITERS WRITE THE LYRICS 
WE BLINDLY TAG ALONG 


It know it’s fun to rap, to dance and clown around 
I know the music and lights 
have lured us to that well paced rapping sound... 


I know the chance for romance keeps us wildly dancing, 
but where are our children 
while we do this fancy prancing... 


I know the temptations of the night life 
and all it offers us 
I also know it fills us with hate, lust and distrust... 


I know the men are handsome, 
the women with their sexy ways, 
But we have more to live for 
than just this dancing craze... 


I know the ego trips we ride 
when out on the dance floor, 
I know the emotional heights we reach 
when the music starts to soar... 


I know the D.J.’s silver tongue 
has lulled us into submission, 
and keeps us dancing night after night, 
regardless of the world’s condition... 


I know the music has a power and influence over us, 
I know that in the rut of things, 
music is a must... 


But we must choose the music 
that will make us stop and think, 
that will help improve this world we're іп, 
and not let our morals sink... 


Music with a message, to a beat we can digest, 
Music with the lyrics that will bring about progress. 


MUSICIANS PLAY THE MUSIC 
SINGERS SING THE SONGS 
WRITERS WRITE THE LYRICS 
DON’T BLINDLY TAG ALONG 


PAST AND FUTURE 


We have no choice 
but to accept the past... 


But the future 
is ours to create. 


THIRD OPINION 


I have listened to doctors talk, 
and have come to the 
conclusion, 
that all their Greek and Latin prose, 
are merely an 
illusion, 

To hide what I have found to be, 
complete and utter 
confusion. 


A WORD TO THE WRITERS 


To write lines that are understood by only you 
is defeating your own purpose 


Writers, write to the masses, 
don’t write to a select few 


Poets, your poems bring 
warnings, pride, desires and hope 


Give them to the masses, you are the messenger 
between the minds of men 
Always try to relate to them 


Words that rhyme are nice and fine, 
but if misunderstood, 
do no good. 


VICTIMS 


We fought a war a few years ago 
for what we call the America way... 
The blood we left on the battle fields 
has dried and gone away... 

But the memories are still in our minds 
and the pictures are painfully clear... 
Some memories you see, won’t just go away, 
these pictures are painted with fear... 
Fear of not seeing your loved ones again, 
fear of not coming home whole... 

Fear that grips and torments you, 
down to your very soul... 

Fear has an awful effect you see, 
on those of us who know it... 

It has infected our minds and bodies, 
though we try our best not to show it.. 
For those that died, we buried them, 
and most of them are forgotten... 

For those that were maimed, we gave money, 
but they’re still among the down trodden... 
But for those who are torn with pain of mind 
and can’t seem to grip reality... 

To them we offer a life of drugs 
and trip down the road and insanity... 
America owes more to these gallant men of war, 
though the war was unjust, it’s true... 
Right or wrong, they gave their all... 
Now give them all that is due... 


DIVINE IMAGES 


We have looked at an image for centuries 
When we close our eyes that image is there 
They have lifted this image above mankind, 

In our minds its divinity is clear. 
When they took this divine image and 
paint it a particular hue, 
just think of the effect is has on the 
mentality of me and you. 

In those of us unlike that hue 
inferior complexes were given, 
in those of the preferred shade 
superiority has risen. 

This is racism in the highest form and 
all decent men should oppose it. 

If the creator were here this very day 
the images we have would show it. 
The answer to this problem is to remove all racial images. 
Let all mankind start out equally, 
let morality judge who finishes. 


ARGUMENTS 


Patiently listen to all arguments... 
Graciously reframe from arguing... 


IT SEEMS 


Things are never as bad as they say they are... 
and never as good as you think they will be. 


UNITY 


A snow flake falls from out the sky, 
If it falls alone it surely must die. 


LEADERSHIP 


A leader has qualities found in few, 
needed by all, and hated by most. 


TO BE LOVED 


It’s better to be loved for the content of your brain, 
than to be loved for the beauty of your frame. 


TRUTH AND LIES 


A truth spoken by a liar is still the truth, 
A lie spoken by a saint is still a lie. 


THEY LIKE THEIR NEGROES 


They like their negroes with 
hundred dollar sneakers on their feet... 
with “The sixers,” “The Bulls,” “The Lakers” 
hats on their heads... 

Negroes with gold chains around their necks, 
with four finger gold rings on their hands. 
They like their negroes shopping in stores with 
signs that say, “Ice Cold Beer To Go...” 
Negroes cracking it up on the corners 
with ear rings covering half their faces... 
They like their negroes dressed in the latest fads, 
walking to the latest beat... 

They like their negroes in great debates over 
baseball, basketball and football... 

They like their negroes with 
that “Don’t call me brother” attitude... 
with “She ain’t my sister” attitude... 

They like their negroes speaking the king’s English 
and looking down on those 
who speak that slang thang... 

They like their negroes with 
names like Jackson, Tillman, Washington and Smith... 
They like their negroes signing, 

“We Shall Overcome.” 


They don’t like their negroes with 
African head wear on or draped in African colors... 
They can’t stand their negroes speaking of 
Unity and Love... 

They don’t like their negroes talking about 
Alkebu, Kush, Kimet or Nubee... 
Greeting each other in African languages of 
Peace and Brotherhood... 

They don’t like their negros with 
Afrocentric attitudes... 

They don’t like their negroes debating 
political and social wrongs... 

Negroes singing Stevie Wonder’s anti-apartheid songs... 
They don’t like their negroes with names like 
Muhammad, Lumumba, Khadi jah or Naima... 
THEY DON’T LIKE THEIR NEGROES SAYING 

THAT IT’S AFRICAN BEAUTY, AFRICAN CULTURE, 
AFRICAN QUALITIES THAT THEY ADORE... 
BECAUSE NEGROES LIKE THAT 
ARE NOT 
NEGROES ANYMORE. 


А5 АТУУАУ5 


Му mom used to call me from 
the seventh floor window of the projects, 
“ROBERT! COME UP HERE AND EAT BOY!” 
Always I wasn’t hungry 
and as always 
she said, “EAT IT ANYWAY,” 
and as always 
I ate and asked for more... 
My mom used to make me wear 
a suit and tie on Sundays 
to go to church 
Always I hated to put it on 
and as always 
she said, “WEAR IT ANYWAY,” 
and as always 
I was proud 
when everyone told me how nice I looked... 
My mom used to make me study and do my homework 
Always I wanted to go out and play 
and as always she said, “DO IT ANYWAY,” 
and as always 
It was cool when I made the honor roll... 
My mom used to tell me, 
“STAY AWAY FROM THAT BOY,” 
always 
I wanted to hang out with him 
and as always 
she said, “DON’T GO OUT WITH HIM ANYWAY,” 
and as always 
I was glad 
I was home the night he went to jail... 
My mom used to tell me everything 
and as always 
I didn’t want to listen 
and as always 
She made me... 
and as always... 
Thanks, Mom 


BLAME 


I hold whites responsible 
for the condition of blacks 
in America today... 
I hold blacks responsible 
for conditions staying that way... 
We know where in the blame lies... 
Let’s not use blame as alibis. 


SOMETIMES I WONDER 


MOTHER - THAT WHICH IS THE ORIGIN 
OR SOUCE OF SOMETHING... 


Mother nature...the source 
Mother earth...the sustainer 
Mother lode...the wealth 
Mother wit...the knowledge 
Mother land...the pride 
Mother tongue...the language 


Yet 
GOD is man? 
Sometimes I wonder. 


I CAN 


Every second I stand a chance 
to start my life anew... 
It’s up to me to decide 
what with my life ГП do... 
I can be idle and let moments pass 
Not daring to seize the time... 
I can simply watch as life passes by 
and affect no life but mine... 
Or 
I can be bold and grab a tight hold 
And 
Shake the world at its roots... 

I can take a stand, be a man 
And on my own horn I can toot... 
I can come in from this rain 
use my God given brain 
and go to school 
or even pick up a trade... 

I don’t have to go 
the way some others have 
the way of the gun or blade 
I can stand tall 
Be moral above all, 

Not beg but find my own way... 

I can do for myself, 

I can create my own wealth, 
And 
I can start today. 


SMOKING 


The world is full of pollution, 
yet in it I must abide... 
But in my home I beg of you 
Please put your cigarettes aside. 


LIKE RUBY DEE 


I always wanted her to be like Ruby Dee 
Beautiful, yet not caring if she was... 
I wanted her to pursue her career, 
yet have children for me... 

I wanted her to take pride in being black 
yet understand there are other colors too.. 
I wanted her to be worldly and wise 
yet learn from common folk... 

I wanted her to allow me to be all I could be 
and not be hurt if I were more than she... 

I wanted her to look at men and see beauty, 
yet realize that it’s only skin deep... 

I wanted her to be talented and creative 
but not boastful and smug... 

I wanted her to be a courageous freedom fighter 
yet cook, sew and clean... 

I wanted her to be all the great and noble things 
a black woman could be... 

You know what I mean, like Ruby Dee... 
And as I look back 
she probably would have been 
If I were a little more caring, 

a little more understanding, 

a little more loving, a little more giving... 
If I had been a 
honest, strong man 
like nature made us... 

You know what I mean, like Ossie Davis... 


ALONE 


Have you ever been alone? 

Not just until your mother gets home, 
Or the children get home from school 
But the kind of alone that 
makes you talk 
to the people in your memories... 
The kind of alone that 
makes you forget you haven’t eaten... 
The kind of alone that 
makes you dream of dying... 

If you can’t understand that kind of loneliness 
If you can’t feel 
that kind of pain in you... 
then thank God you can’t, 
and pray you never do. 


WHEN I DIE 


I want no song sung 
when I die 
I want no bells rung 
when I die 
I want no fine words said, 
after I’m dead 
Just bury me 
at the least possible fee. 
That’s the way 
I'd like it to be... 


РЕАСЕ 


SHOULD ВЕ 


THE ULTIMATE GOAL OF MAN 


